COUNTRY   ECSTASIES

Which it would cope with, on delighted wing,
Spurning the clay-cold bonds which round our being
cling.

And when at length the mind shall be all free

From what it hates in this degraded form,

Reft of its carnal life, save what shall be

Existent happier in the fly and worm.

When elements to elements conform

And dust is as it should be, shall I not

Feel all I see, less dazzling, but more warm ?

The bodiless thought ?   The Spirit of each spot ?

Of which, even now, I share at times the immortal

lot?                                                   LORD  BYRON.

Wherein lies happiness ?   In that which becks
Our ready minds to fellowship divine,
A fellowship with essence ;   till we shine,
Full alchemized and free of space.   Behold
The clear religion of heaven !   Fold
A rose leaf round thy finger's taperness
And soothe thy lips ; hist, when the airy stress
Of music's kiss impregnates the free winds,
And with a sympathetic touch unbinds
Aeolian magic from their lucid wombs :
Then old songs waken from enclouded tombs ;
Old ditties sigh above their father's grave ;
Ghosts of melodious prophesyings rave
Round every spot where trod Apollo's foot;
Bronze clarions awake, and faintly bruit,
Where long ago a giant battle was;
And, from the turf, a lullaby doth pass
In every place where infant Orpheus slept.
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